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enjoy being with you — I want 
to remember every moment - 
For you are a man, and I am a 
woman, and together we create 
a song that has been sung since 
the beginning of all time — 
Hold me tightly and together we 
will sip of the sweet nectar of 
life’s strangest and most exotic 



If we move the locale, Hope is 
sure that sleep will come — In 
her mind’s eye she is on a beach, 
and her sheet is now a stretch of 
sand, white, and smooth to the 
touch. He is coming out of the 
water, skin shining in the bright 
moonlight. He doesn’t speak, but 
she snuggles close. He has a good, 
clean man smell, and she is happy 

— But he must leave for another 

— She reaches out to hold him. 

call him back, and the vision fades. 


In the dim evening light, a lone neon sign blinks an 
unimportant message splitting the night. 
The room is quiet, and the heat is oppressive, 
and disappointment lurks at the corners of her 
mouth. But then a pleasant thought strikes — 
There is always tomorrow —And the perfect dream 
she pursues tonight, may be found on the morrow 
in reality. And Hope snuggles closer to her bed 
for the coming day brings with it promise of a 
date, and her fulfillment as a woman. 




HOLIDAY 

PAINTER 

One of the advantages of liv¬ 
ing in California is neatly out¬ 
lined by Wendy Holiday. The 
noon-day sun doesn’t stop this 
lithe lass from performing her 
chores. With no clothes to hin¬ 
der her activity, Wendy finds it 
is easy to crawl about and do a 
perfect job. Easy to clean up 
afterwards too, with no soiled 
coveralls to worry about. Anoth¬ 
er, more obvious advantage in 
living in this warm climate, is 
that you may have Wendy as a 
neighbor. 

The men in the neighbor¬ 
hood are clamoring for the re¬ 
turn of the clothesline—they’ve 
volunteered to hang out all of 
the wet wash without the little 
woman’s help. 





















difficult for us to concentrate on anything but 
Glenda. But it takes a little coaxing to get her 
off the couch and into her bedroom. Whoever 
dreamed we’d tell a girl, "For heaven’s sake, stop 

dressed.” It’s amazing how we are carried away, 
but she understands our new sophistication and 









Vj lenda’s movements are slow and catlike as she applies the 
make-up. She is gilding the lily, but as the sweet aroma of 
the powder spreads throughout the room, we’re suddenly glad. 
Waiting for Glenda is not the chore we thought it was going 
to be. We watch her chose an undergarment, and as she slips 
into it, a twinge of jealousy is felt. Why should that inani¬ 
mate object be able to hold her so close. But the evening is 
young, and Glenda is our date for tonight. The pleasure and 


s boundless as we sit, wait, and w 
ot as intoxicating as the perfume or the pink 

t to pick the drink, the girl, and her clothes. 




mal perfomance we are witnessing. 
Glenda tries on one bra, then 
another. Then she turns to ask, 
"What do you think ” Well, we 
think plenty, and some of it is rela¬ 
ted to the bra, but we smile and say 
it’s grand, but don’t go by us. Try 
another. And she does. 


send down for sand- 
Another drink, perhaps. 


We 


get close and inhale the perfume of 
her skin. This is a date that doesn’t 
leave the boudoir—it is a heavenly 
meeting with an exquisite woman. 

better place? 

^X^he mirrors throw off a reflec¬ 
tion of subdued light and dazzling 
pink skin. The subtle perfumes are 

Glenda ever does get dressed. In 
'e prefer her the way she is. 
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private party—just the two of us, w 
find we cannot deny her anything 
In the flickering candle-light, w 
leave you with our dream girl—you 



















